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ILL HAVE TO KEEP RIGHT ONl 
SO THE GRAVE WILL BE READYF 

TOMORROW MORN WHAT// 

WHAT ARE THESE LIVIti 
HANDS COMING OUT OF . 
THE EARTH ? 
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^3 



There's no such animal, 

he cried i 




MY FRIEND and I were 
picking the ponies one 
day when I started telling 
him about a sure thing 
I heard about. 



"Yep," I replied. 

"And can't lose? It automatically wins? 

Must be illegal!" 
"Not a bit," I replied. "In fact, the govern- 
very much approves . . ." 

Our government approves of a horse who 

Who said anything about a horse?" I asked. 

'So what else could it be but a horse . . .?" 

'It not only could be— but is— U. S. Savings 
Bonds," was my prompt reply. "The surest 
thing running on any track today, 

'For every three dollars you invest in U. S. 
Savings Bonds you get four dollars back 
after only ten years. And if you're a mem- 
ber of the Payroll Savings Plan— which 
means you buy bonds automatically from 
your paycheck— that can amount to an 
awful lot of money when you're not looking. 
Hey, what are you doing?" 

'Tearing upmy racing form| The horsel'ir 
ting 01 



s U. S. Savings Bonds." 



Automatic saving is sure saving -U.S. Savings Bonds 

^^\ Contributed by this magazine in co-operation witb the Magazine 
%£S$ Publishers of America as a public service. 



em's protest, the 

:u!J$ CANDLES HEftE 
SAVED. THAT NISHT. . . 



•vERA'S UP OUT OF BED/ WHA. ..? 
-HAT SAME GHASTLY CHANGE HAS 
:DHE OVER HER AGAIN I SHE'S 
UT ONE OF THOSE EVIL CANDLES 
AND ONCE MORE BECOME A 




VERA/ THEN 1 WAS R[6HT/~Y0U"plD COMEJ 

why i -eh- must've been 
sleepwalking last night, roy/ 
when i wakened, i went back 
to The bedroom and found you 
60ne.ithought you'd become 

ightened from that kitchen 

RAN OUT 
SO 1 LEFT, TOO 




JUST A MOMENT/ THERE'S SOMETHING ABOUT YOU 
THAT'S NOT LIKE VERA/ YOU LOOK LIKE HER, YET 

YOUR VOICE IS DIFFERENT / AND 

THAT DIAMOND WEDDING RIN6 

ISltt THE ONE VERA WEARS/ 




NOT TOO MAN1 YEARS AGO, IN THE LIMEHOUSE SECTION OF 
LONDON, CYRUS WATTS RAN A PROFITABLE ENTERPRISE OF 
MONEY- LEWI N6 . ALTHOUGH WATTS ACCUMULATED A SMALL 
FORTUNE ON THE ILL LUCK OF HIS FELLOW CITIZENS, HE 
LIVED THE LIFE OP A RECLUSE IN HIS SMALL SHOP. HIS MISER- 
11 EXISTENCE HAD TURNED HIS ENTIRE LIFE INTV A SYSTEM OF 
DOLLARS AND CENTS... A SOLD COIN HAD REPLACED HIS 
HEART! ONE RAINY NIGHT, A HAGGARD FIGURE RAPPED 
ON HIS 5HOP DOOR... 




FEARFUL WIT- 
§HNeS5 HAD ACTU- 
lm ALLY SEEN THE 
CURSE OF A 
OYING MAN 
' COME TRUE/ 
THE FLAMES 
HAO SNUFFED 
OUT THE LIFE 
OF A W.RETCH 
WHO lh*.UGHT 
WEALTH WAS 
MORE IMPORTANT 
THAN GIVING A 
HAND TO A LESS 
FORTUNATE 
HUMAN BEING! 
ANOTHER UNEX- 
PLAINED AA1STERY 
IN THE ANNALS 
OF THE SUPER- 
NATURAL i 



NOW, ■ 



STRANGE THING HAD HAPPENED. AS 
THOUGH THE/R EXPERIENCE IN THE QUARRY HAD 
PURSED THEM OF ALL EVIL, NEITHER ONE COULD 
STAND THE SIGHT OF THE OTHER NOR THE 
MEMORY OF THEIR PAST EVIL DEEDS TOGETHER/ 



ALL RIGHT/ SHUT UP/ WHEN 
THIS TRAIN GETS TO NEW YORK J 
J THE MORNING, WE'LL 
SEPARATE-- FOREVER f 




T NIGHT, IN A CHEAP EAST 
SIDE FURNISHED ROOM, LONG 
£FTEH HE AND LTD/A SEPARATED, 
SIMON SHAY WAITE'D A NXIOUSLY 
BEFORE HIS MIRROR. . . j ZZ^Z — ~ 
IT 15 NOW LONG AFTER DARK, YET 
I .HAVEN'T CHANGED INTO A 
WEREWOLF AGAIN/ LYDIA WAS 
RIGHT ABOUT US SEPARATING/ 
THE SPELL HAS BROKEN /THANK 
GOODNESS/ NOW THAT I'VE BEEN 
SAVED, r'LL NEVER AGAIN DO 
EVIL/ I'LL LIVE A GOOD LIFE/ 



l' THREE WEEKS NOW, SINCE I'VE 
LEFT LYDIA, OF BE'NG A NORMAL | 
HUMAN BEING — EVEW AT NIGHT/ 
I'VE GOT A GOOD JOB, MET A 
NICE GIRL/ EVERYTHING'S 
PERFECT ONCE MORE/ 





THAT NIGHT...] ^ 



SIMON, DARLING, YOU'RE LIKE 
*IEW MAN, LATELY/ 

■JG LIKE 
WHEN I FIRST MET 
YOU/ 



mn 





:■■■■,'. .■.'...■■■. 

' - - awtmcur . 

COURSE / I J^S 
. THE SAME 




i later:. 

7 IT- IT'S HAPPENING/ JANE WAS 
TELLING ME TODAY THAT SHE'S 
SEEN READING ABOUT VAMPIRES 
AND WEREWOLVES/THEY 
ONLY COME INTO BEING 
DURING THE NIGHTS 0^ 
NEW MOON/ ~" 





B $HE AITEC NATION OF MEXICO WAS CONQUERED BY COfUEZ IN 
1 1511. THE AZTECS WEAE FAMOUS FOR THE ACCUMULATION OF GOLD, 
I SILVER , AMD OTHER GREAT WEALTH. AND THEY TOOK GREAT 
1 PAIN$ TO HIDE THEIR TREASURE F.ROM THE 6REED/ HANDS OF 
] THE SPANIARDS. MANY MEN HAVE TRIED TO LOCATE THIS 
FABULOUS TREASURE, BUT UNTIL THIS DAI NONE HAVE SUC- 
CEEDED. HERE IS THE STRANGE TALE OF TWO SUCH MEN 
WHp MADE. THE ATTEMPT IN I90Z... 





£■ MS FIERCELY PROUD Q, SSORNE 'ESTATE 

-■..:-:■-.. . ■ ■ -:.;■■ -:■ 

-.-; ■■/ ■■ ■ ■ . ■ --■-- 

•AL AVERSION AND DROVE THEM FROM HIS LAND IN FURY. ONE MISERABLE 

•SBORNE: WAS INFORMED OF THE PRESENCE OF GYPSIES ON HIS GROUNDS, v . 



THE FILTHY BEGGARS ARE 
MAKING THEMSELVES AT "V'DON'T BE 

HOME ON MY LAND, BURNING g RASH, FATHER f 
MY WOOD AND UTTERING J IT'S .ONLY FOR 
THE PLACE/. I'LL ja& gg g g^THE NIGHT 

SHOW THEM 



I'LL HEAR NO- MORE/ IF 
YOU'RE NOT OFF MY LAND 
AND ACROSS THE BOUNDARY 
OF THE RAILROAD TRACKS IN 
FIVE MINUTES, I'LL OPEN ** 
FlREf NOW, CLEAR OUT/ 
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* GREAT HEAVENS/ LOOK -- 
THE LUDGATE EXPRESS/THE 
CARAVAN IS RIGHT IN ITS 
PATH AND IT'S COMING TOO 



SERVES THE BEGGARS 
T RH3HT/ THEY OUGHT TO 
LIVE LIKE DECENT POLK 
' INSTEAD OP WAN DURING 
jfftROUMB ON OTHER PEOPLE'S 
S PROPERTY* 




HOW CAN YOU BE 
HEARTLESS, PAT HE 
THAT 6IB.L WAS 5 
Y0UNI5 AND EJfAlJ 
. IT WAS CP1JFL r 




BARGAIN WITH SATAN 



Is it so strange that a man growing old and feeble, 
feeling at the age of 7.2 the clutch of death on his 
coatsleeve, should make a diabolical bargain in return 
for youth? Sir Oliver Hill was not a -wicked man, not 
to begin with, but he was a terrified man when he 
thought of dying. And so it was, in desperation, that 
he summoned Satan, 

Satan did not respond to Sir Oliver's summons 
immediately, however. In fact, he took his own good 
time. in coining. But one night as Sir Oliver sat be- 
fore a fire in the immense and lonely study of Kil- 
garth, baronial dwelling of the Hills for many gen- 
erations, Satan did indeed appear. He stepped un- 
scotched from the yellow and blue flames of the fire, 
impeccably dressed, almost like an English barrister 
of the late 19th century. When he spoke, it was with 
courtesy, as if he were addressing an important client, 
and the only diabolical characteristic about him was 
a certain terrible intentness to his eyes, a demonically 
humorous twist to his mouth. "Good evening. Sir 
Oliver," said Satan. "1 believe you wished to see me 
about an important piece of business." 

"Why — uh, yes," said Sir Oliver. "Only — only, I 
expected somehow that Satan would have a different 
appearance." 

"Nonsense," replied Satan, taking a seat in front 
of the fireplace and carefully crossing his legs. "I am, 
like you, a gentleman. A gentleman's gentleman.' 
Your servant-, sir," Satan laughed silently as if he' 
were enjoying an immense joke. " 



woman of 30, no more, no less!'* 



"The. fact is," said Sir Oliver, "I 
s of my life to live over again. 1 1. 



have fifty 
.' Please, I 

cannot die until 1 have finished all the work I have 

planned for my beloved estate." 

"Impossible," said Satan. "Thirty years is the best 
I can do for you under the circumstances. Instead of 
being- 7 a, you will be 42 years old. A ripe age,' sir. 
A vigoi-ous age." 

Sir Oliver thought faff a moment. Forty-two was 
not SO old at that. Spring would blow in from the 
Cornish Coast and find him young again. His days 
would be filled with new projects for "his beloved 
estate of Kilgarth. Suddenly a cunning smile came to 
Sir Oliver's lips. "What, sir, do you demand in re- 
turn? Naturally, there is a charge." 

"Naturally," said Satan. "You must sacrifice the 
lite of a beautiful woman equal in years .to the time 
I grarit you to re-live. You must kill a youngish 



Sir Oliver was a 
selfish man, but he -w 
The idea of murder,' 
ind beautiful 



Ver man and ■ moderately 

10 1 wicked — at least, not yet. 
dally the murder of a young 
s preposterous. And so Sir 



Oliver laughed. He actually laughed in Satan's face. 
But Satan laughed, too, because he knew Sir Oliver 
better than Sir Oliver knew himself. 

Stepping to the edge of the fireplace, and laughing 
with a great and soundless, mirth, Satan turned 
aroun'd for the last time. "Then, sir, it is a bargain." 
And with this Satan disappeared into the fire. 

Once alone. Sir Oliver was bewildered. What did 
Satan mean, he asked himself? He'd made no bar- 
gain. Hadn't he actually laughed at the 'Devil's terms? 
Thirty years in return for a woman's life,- in return 
for murdering a woman like his own dear Millicent? 
It was absurd to think of killing someone like his 
charming niece who wr-s t:;:sctly rhirry years old. '■ 

Yet, Sir Oliver' was no longer laughing. He felt 
strangely young again. He looked at his hands, 
' stretched his arms, rushed to the mirror and looked 
at his face. It was, miraculously, the face he'd known 
thirty years ago. THE DEVIL HAD ALREADY 
YIELDED HIM THIRTY YEARS! But thirty years 
without demanding one drop of blood in advance 
-payment! The Devil had given him youth, and just as 
surely — just as easily — could take it away again. Sir 
Oliver was aghast at this thought. He suddenly un- 
derstood that he'd rather die than part with a single 
week of the appetizing new life he possessed. It was 
then that Sir Oliver wondered what it would he like 
to kill ... to kill, perhaps, a woman like Millicent, 
his charming niece. 

Little more than a week passed, then, when one 
Splendid evening Sir Oliver and his niece — who lived 
at Kilgarth — were passing down a long avenue ■ of 
chestnuts which ended in a dense thicket surrounding 
ft hog. This bog had long been an obsession with the 
27th baronet of KilgaFth. Some day, he had always 
told himself, he would drain all but the quicksand 
center of the bog and clear away the wilderness of 



lund 11 



shall most certainly start 
>ir Oliver was telling his 
?nd of the chestnut avenue 



e as they 



Millicent looked curiously at her uncle. "I can't 
understand the change that's come over you in the 



last week,";, she said. ''You even look .young. Not a 
day over 40, Uncle." 

"Not a day over 43," he corrected. "The fact is, 
my dear, I've seen the devil of a fine specialist." Sir ■ 
Oliver laughed long at this. His whole body shook 



indies 



;irth of Satan. 



Mil: 



it turned to her Uncle in surprise; Sir 
Oliver saw that she was alarmed by his laughter and 
his mirth only increased until it seemed that he would 
surely burst unless he made a sound. Sir Oliver noted 
the fear that crept into Millicent's face, the panic 
that lighted her eyes. She trembled like a frightened 

"The deuce of it is, though," he said, "my fellow . 
is frightfully expensive. Moreover, there's no getting 
around his terms." Sir Oliver had stopped laughing 
now. 

Miilicent was afraid. Terribly afraid. She wanted 
to run, but her legs refused to move, "You are trem- 
bling, my dear." Sir Oliver came closer to Miilicent. 
"It is only a spade I have in rny hands." Indeed, Sir 
Oliver did hold a gardening spade in his hands He 
had picked it up from beh'ind the last tree in the' row 
of chestnuts. 

Finally Miilicent found her voice. It rose in a ter- 
rible scream. She had turned to run when the garden 
spade struck her twice on the neck from behind 
M.lhcent Hill, aged jo, sank in a bright pool of 
slood and a., few minutes later her uncle had buried 
-~er in the quicksand .iIon£ with the shovel that had 
ended her life.- 

The fact, that Miilicent was now. dead scarcely 
bothered Sir Oliver at all as he strode vigorously 
. «.ud Kilgarth Hall. The traces of blood on his 
jhoes and on his coatsleeves were of no consequence; 

-.; would merely say that lie had killed a lame fox 
-'.J thrown it mro the bog. It was well known how 
fond he was of his niece. . . and even if there were 
aspicions. Sir Oliver knew that .1 body would have 
-.- be produced before he could be proven guilty of 
- crime. Thirty years! A wonderful thirty years (hat 
■ E could h Q w spend entirely making all the improve- 
ments that he had dreamed of for his beloved 
-<dgarth. 

However, it was then that a terrible and unex- 
pected thing happened. At the moment that Sir 
Hiver understood what it was, he cursed himself 
.Tibly lor trusting Satan, Sir Oliver remembered 
-.; cast of the Devil's face— his eyes, his mouth, the 

The servants noticed first and were horrified. And 
Bkd Sir Oliver looked behind and saw the footprints 



of blood that he left wherever he walked. J 
afraid, he wiped his shoes on a rug, but, as much a. 
he wiped and scraped, the blood still came off his 
shoes. Frantic,, he took off his shoes in the privacy of 
the library where he had met Satan and hurled them 
into the fire where ihey were completely consumed. 
Shaking uncontrollably, but somewhat relieved, Sir 
Oliver put on another pair of boots ... and it was 
then that he realized that with 30 years more life he 
had purchased also an ineradicable stamp of guilt. 
From that moment forward, wherever he stepped, 
footprints of blood followed in his wake. ' 

Gone now were the Baronet's dreams of improving 
Kilgarth, Although it was impossible for anyone to 
prove that he had murdered his niece, it was also 
impossible to remain in the same house with servants 
who looked accusingly at his every move. If was 
impossible to direct workmen who disregarded his 
orders with cold contempt or to live with neighbors 
who turned their heads in scorn whenever he ap- 
proached. In desperation, Sir Oliver dismissed all his 
servants and abandoned all work on 'Kilgarth. He 
■ even' left; off going anywhere .in public and shut him- 
self up as a hermit in Kilgarth, around which the 
weeds now began to grow. The Hall itself fell into 
disrepair after several years, and Sir Oliver, no longer 
able to bear the sight of the ruin his crime and his 
bloody footsteps had brought about, decided there 
was nothing to do but abandon the Hall il 



xile. 



ago 



When Sir Oliver went into exile— somewhere in 
the mountains of Italy— he was still young and vigor- 
ous, scarcely 45 years old. His hand was steady, his 
step firm, his eyes clear. But from the moment he 
left Kilgarth on his way to Italy, he took to an in- 
valid's chair to avoid- the mark of his guilt. There- 
after, he never rose from rhis chair except to get into 
bed at night. . 

Years later— people in the neighborhood who still 
remembered him said that he must have been over a 
hundred years old— jSir Oliver returned from exile 
" Vmanyy 



, for the first 
ivalid's 



. ^. Kilgarth's desola- 
tion and walked down the avenue of chestnuts now 
tangled with tall weeds and scrub. At the end of the 
avenue was the same thicket, only wilder now. And 
only the bog was unchanged. With every step leaving 
behind his terrible mark of jjuilt, Sir Oliver walked 
to the very edge of the bog with tottering steps/ With 
tears m his eyes, which was the self-pity of an old 
man who should be celebrating Ihis particular spring 
day in such a manner, Sir Oliver stepped into the 
bog and sank from sight. 

The registrar of the, county put down the age of 
Sir Oliver's decease at 102, but Sir Oliver— and 
Satan, of course— knew that he was no more than 17 
when he celebrated his birthday by taking his life. 




'N£ YEAR AGO, WHILE SHOPPING Al 

NATIVE QUARTER Or A TEEMINS NORTH 
YAtWl'fii, VQU 

■'■iv.Ci ,-ier fiance, jan Sanders. $hi 

FROM HIM ASAlN. HE SEEMED TO HAVl 
AlR. NOW, "A YEAR LATER, ON ANOTHER SUMMER CftUISE, NITA 
WAS SHOPPING IN THE NA TIVE 6AZAANS OF THAT SAME TOWNf- 
HOPING ALSO TO PINO SOME CLUE AS TO JAN'S MYSTERIOUS 
DISAPPEARANCE, WHEN SUDDENLY SHE THOUGHT SHE SAW HIM. : 



THAT MAN WHO LOOKED EXACTLY LIKE MY JAN 
CAME INTO THIS CURIO SHOP/ HE 
AWAY FROM ME 




PARDON, MADEMOISELLE— I HEARD YOU DESCRIBE 
YOUR FRIEND TO THE SERGEANT/ I BELIEVE 
SUCH A MAN WAS IN MY COMPANY. DO YOU 




FRIGHTENED, TREMBLING, NITA READ 
7W WEIRD It0r£, WRITTEN IN BLOOD, 
AND IN JAN SANDER'S FAMILIAR HAND- 
WRITING, THAT SHE FOUND IN THE 
BOTTOM OF THE EMPTY CASKET/ 



NOW THAT THE SUN HAS FULLY 
SET, THE FORT SEEMS TO HAVE 
COME TO LIFE / I HEAR BUGLE 
NOTES— GUNFIRE— AS THE 
LEGION FLAG IS RUN UP/ HOW 
STRANGE/ BUT I MUST DO 
WHAT JAN'S NOTE SAID/ 



1 MUST SEE A COLONEL ] 

D1AVAL0/ IS SUCH A t 
MAN HERE ? 




THE UNDEAD ORIL 


. AND PREPARE FOR THIS CA 


UPAIGN / WHEN WEl 




;VERY EVIL PERSON THEY KILI 




OF MY SLAVES JN 


■HE NETHER REGIONS, AND FOR EACH KILLING, ! 


THE UNDEAD LEGIONNAIRE HAS HIS TIME BETWEEN LIFE AND ^^ 




BUSfrl' iilliiiiMiaiii' — ^ 


HOW GHASTLY/ ^|| 
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THAT MAN ^ 
HED ACROSS THE j 


K&MS^K 
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AN UNUSUAL CASE/ 


IN A 8ATTLE 1 


AGAINST DESERT RENEGADES, <K 


WOUNDED, HE SOUGHT REFUGE HERE 


IN THE FORT-- WAS 


FINALLY KILLED, 


HERE — WHICH PUT HIM IN MY *i 


POWER 1 LOOK AT 1 


M THROUGH ffl 


THESE GLASSES 
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Through the glasses, nita saw with increasing 
horror, that the legionnaire spread-eagled in 
punishment, was none other than 



YES/ HE IS THE YOUNG AMERICAN, JAN SANDERS/1 
BUT HE IS NOT A TR'JE MEMBER OF OUR BAT- I 

TALION OF THE UNDEAD, BECAUSE HE WAS B^9 
GUILTY OF NO CRIME BEFORE JOINING THE^JH 
.EGION/ 




INGLE RECRU 

MM TRULY ONE 
COMMITTING A 
CRIME UPON DESERT 
TRAVELERS? BUT THE 
FOOL REFUSES/* 
EVENTUALLY WE * 
WILL BREAK 




NOT j-y FROM ME , YOU 
WL CREATURE/ 




MEN/ HELP ME WITH THIS LITTLE 
SPITFIRE/ WE WILL USE HER d? THE BAYONET 
TO BREAK THE SOUL OF THAT P FROM JAN'S CASKET/ 
REBEL MORTAL, JAM SANDERS / ft IF I CAN SLIP IT 
DOWN FROM MY 
SLEEVE IN 




An Amazing NEW HEALTH SUPPORTER BELT 



8lr3 0' 5 ,40^°' S I 




I %CHEVnilER 

*■" LIFTS AND FLATTENS YOUR 

:..i j_.i.,1r„ hri.M.1 



POSTURE BAD? 



l 



If 







An Amazing Invention —"Magic Art Reproducer" 



DRAW The First Day 

You Can Draw Your Family, Friends, Anything From REAL LIFE- 
Lilce An Artist. ..Even if You CANT DRAW A Straight Line! 



NO LESSONS! 
NO TALENT! 



Anyone can Draw With This 
Amazing New Invention — 
Instantly! 




ii sk< tcli or paint any- 
u use the "Magic 



Also Copy Any Picture — Can Reduce < 
Yes, anyone i'roni 5 to SO c:ui draw i 
thing now . . . the very first time yo 

Reproducer" like a professional artist — no matter how 
"hopeless" you think you are! It automatically reproduces 
anything yon want to draw on any" sheet or paper. Then 
easily and quickly follow the lines of the "picture image" 
with your pencil . . . and you have an accurate original 
drawing that anyone would think an artist had done. Also 
makes drawing larger or smaller as you with. Anyone can 
use it on any desk, table, board, etc. — indoors or outdoors! 
Mo other lessons or practice or talent needed! 
Hnva fun! Be popular! Everyone will ask you to draw them. 
mand! After a short time, you may find you 
without the "Magic Art Reproducer" 'be- 
c. .leveluped a "knack" and feeling artists 
nay lead to a good paying art career. 

SEND NO MONEY! 

Free JO-DayrTriaM 



u'll be !,■ 
i draw^ 



FREE! 



NORTON PRODUCTS, Depl. 7106 
296 Broadway, New York 7, N. Y. 




ALSO EXCELLENT FOR EVERY OTHER 
TYPE OF DRAWING! 








FREE 10-DAY TRIAL COUPON! 



Address .'. 

City & Zone State. 

D Check here if you wish to snye posts 



